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fortably thin and bending, as if one might easily
fall through; some pretence of papering, I think,
in the old people's state room. A public room,
about the size of my present study, say twelve
paces by six within its cupboards, and usually
full of flies, gave us the end of its table for
meals, and was undisturbed through the day,
except during the hour when the diligence dined.

I should have said that my square window-
looked over^ rather than into the yard, for one
could scarcely see anything going on there, but
by putting one's head out: the real and prevalent
prospect was first into the leaves of the walnut
tree in the corner; then of the mossy stable roofs-
behind them; then of the delicately tin-mailed
and glittering spire of the village church; and.
beyond these, the creamy, curdling, overflowing
seas of snow on the Mont Blanc de St. Gervais.
The Aiguille de Bionnassay, the most graceful
buttress ridge in all the Alps, and Mont Blanc
himself, above the full fronts of the Aiguille and
Dome du Gout6, followed-further to the left.
So much came into the field of that little four-
feet-square casement.

If one had a mind for a stroll, in half a min-
ute's turn to the left from the yard gate one
came to the aforesaid village church, the size of
a couple of cottages, and one could lean, stopp-
ing, to look at it, on the deeply lichened stonese floor uncom-averns and footpaths. the
